Husband  by Watson, Connie Smith
ANOTHER DIMENSION
1182  Emerging Infectious Diseases • www.cdc.gov/eid • Vol. 14, No. 7, July 2008
Husband
Connie Smith Watson
She always brushed her hair back
Sternly, twisting one small knot about the 
crown.
He did not like the plain, broad brow.
“I hate that tightness,” he would mutter to 
himself.
But sometimes he would stoop to kiss her 
forehead
And at midnight, hesitatingly, her lips,
Surprised each time the way her arms 
would reach for him.
When little Thomas had diphtheria at two,
Her back was hourly bent above the crib,
And one day as he stood beside her
He too bent, drawn helplessly, and
Kissed the tender whiteness of her neck,
The unruly tendrils capturing his lips.
With frost-cracked palm he stroked
Her disciplined small head,
And never thought to mutter any more.
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